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grew bright, and gazed with slowly dawning con-
sciousness upon the face of his beloved wife.

" I have slept long/' he murmured gently. " Why
did you not rouse me ? And where is the gloomy
man who gazed at us so steadfastly ? "

" Your sleep was long, my lord/' she said, " and
deep likewise, for he who gazed at us was Yama,
King of the Dead. But see, the night falls fast.
Let us hasten home. The leaves rustle with the soft
footfall of the beasts of prey ! Let us go.55

" But we shall not see the pathway/' said the
prince.

" There was a fire in the forest to-day/' she said,
" and it still burns. I will fetch a burning branch,
and we will kindle a fire and spend the night here."

" My strength returns," said Satyavan, " and with
your help, beloved, I will venture ; for those we love
will be uneasy at our absence."

Then he stood up and, laying his arm across the
shoulders of the princess, made his way, with pain at
first, but soon with gathering strength, through the
darkening forest.

Just before dawn they reached the woodland
home of the king, blind and old no longer, but strong
and vigorous, with his sight restored.

All were filled with wonder, but soon Savitri
told her story; and as she finished messengers arrived
to say that the father of Satyavan was restored to his
kingdom. So in triumph he returned to his home,
taking with him as the richest of his treasures the wife
of his son Satyavan, whose love had conquered Death.